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Not a drum was heard nor a 
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fun’ral note, As his corse to the ramparts we hurried, Not a Soldier discharg’d his 
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dead of night, The turf with our hay’nets turning By the struggling moonbeams 



misty light. And our lanterns dimly 
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burning, By the strugg ling moonbeams 
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misty light, And our lanterns dimly 



SECOND VERSE. 
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Few and short were the pray’rs we said, And we spoke not, a word of sorrow, But we 
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lay like a Warrior taking 1 his rest,Vvith his Martial Cloak a round him! But he lay likeawarrfor 
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tir-ing And we heard hy the distant and ran - dom gun, That the 
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field of his fame fresh and 
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left him a-lone with his glory! 



this Verse (which stands as the third in the original) may be sung or omitted. 


3. 

We thought as we heap’d his, narrow hed, 

Anti smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe nwd the stranger would tread o’er his head. 
And \ne far awtqr on the hillow. 

Lightly they II fhlk of life JpflHt that’s gone! 

Amt o’er his cold ashes nphraid him, 

But nothing he’ll reck if they let him sleep on, 

In the grave where a Briton has laid him . 
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carv’d not a line we rais’d not a stone. But we left him a - lone with his 
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We carv’d not a line we rais’d not a stone, But we 
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left him a-lone with his glory! 
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. this Verse (which stands as the third in the original) may be sung or omitted. 


3. 

We thought as we head’d his, narrow hed, 

And smooth’d down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe wwd the stranger would tread o’er his head. 
And far away on the billow. 

Lightly they’ll fhlk of tJf* Spirit that’s gone! 

Amt o’er his coltl ashes upbraid him, 

But nothing he’ll reck if they let him sleep on, 

In the grave where a Briton has laid him . 

































































































































































